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Welcome to Roctober #8, The special Sammy Davis, Jr. Tribute issue. You know, it pains me how 
many people think of Sammy he papery and how few people really appreciate his artistry. I say se 
great conviction, that no other artist can compare with Sammy when it comes to pure commitment lo 
entertainment, and the talent to back that commitment up. The love and respect he had for his — a 
audience is legend, and this is a case where the legend is based in truth. Amazingly, his cece c 
and music are not that highly respected. Webster's Encyclopedia mentions his stage, screen an 6 


o 
: ‘ ion i dmine record zs 
work, but not his tunes, and there's a Sinatra Want/For Sale section in the Gol mr 5 
collecting mag classifieds, but no Davis, Jr. Hopefully there will soon be a rediscovery of The af T32 p e S Ne 
Kno 





Wham the new generations of culture appreciators, as has recently happened with Tony 
Dee Nee a een Roctober would like to be a part of this tidal wave of D* o 
appreciation that no doubt approaches our shores. Seriously, every aspect of his life and work, aes : 

and bad is both magical and mythical and to examine these things can only enrich the ex=niier, ot zo * ae < 
satisfied to present one legend, this issue also contains an interview with the awesome Dick ar 

true Rock and Roll royalty, and legends to be Lunachicks, Combustible Edison and Copernicus (who 


does not exist). Baby, enjoy it 
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By Dave Hoekstra Re 
Rocktober Vegas Correspondent iiaaaameaam 

Of the several encounters I had Baeaees 
with Sammy Davis, Jr. few had [eee 
the sudden electricity of our ey 
backstage meeting after his April | 
11, 1987 gig at the Chicago 
Theatre. 

[That was the Sammy-Sarah 
Vaughn package show where 
Sammy accented "I've Got To Be & 
Me" by walking over to the piano 
and dipping hishandinafish | 
bowl. One by one, he picked out Ha 
sparkling jeweled rings and placed i 
them on his fingers. He stopped at es 
SIX. ] | : 

A bunch of us bought tickets ty 
through group sales and had a pre- He 
Sammy party at the 1944 St. Louisa 
Browns bar, which like Sammy, is Bagge 
gone but not forgotten. As special Sam 
guests, I invited Norman Jackson 


and his wife Deborah. Norman Jackson was a Sammy impersonator from Des Plaines whom I met while judging a celebrity 
look-alike contest fot the Chicago Film Festival. 

He even had a white wife! 

Norman and Deborah had never seen Sammy before and were quite excited about the event, despite all our Ocean's Eleven 
debauchery. Norman asked if he could meet Sammy. I told him I'd do the best I could, although I knew even then that Sammy 
wasn't in the best of health. Earlier in the week he had canceled his scheduled appearance as the opening day National Anthem 
singer at Wrigley Field. Now, that would have been a moment. 

But I was able to get our Sammy backstage to meet the real Sammy and the real Sammy was real surprised. Witha 
crooked smile bojangling out from under a black fedora the real Sammy grabbed the cheek of our Sammy. He looked at me eye 
to eye as he gently shaked Norman's cheek and said, "You're right (about the resemblance), but he's (about skin color) a little 
lighter." Norman loved it. I presume Deborah went home with her Sammy, otherwise we're on to a Weekly World News scoop 


here. 





L— 2 fe Faux Sanmy and Dave | 





In November, 1987 the story got better. 

Dean Martin was performing at the Chicago Theatre and Frank Sinatra happened to be in town. The real Sammy was 
undergoing a hip operation and I was in New York on assignment for the Chicago Sun-Times, the newspaper for which I work. 

I got an early morning wake-up call, figuring it was some bored editor making sure I was still alive. Instead, it was the 
Chicago Theatre people wanting to get in touch with our Sammy, who was a book packer at Follett Publishing in Chicago. 
Sinatra had gotten wind of our backstage meeting and he wanted to bring our Sammy along for a surprise walk-on for Dean. 

Wild, man, wild. 

I gave them Norman's number and Sinatra hired him. That night Francis Albert and Norman (with rings on all fingers 
but thumbs) walked on in tandem, and while Dean didn't fall for the Sammy bait, the reviewer for the Chicago Tribune did, 
writing that "Sammy Davis, Jr. was there too, looking, sadly enough, much the worse for wear and not singing at all." The 
mighty Trib had to print a correction, much to my delight. I only wish I had been in town. 

So think of all the things you like in life. Jack McDowell. Arthur Alexander. Good sex. Charles Bukowski. Then 


double it. That's what these Sammy moments are all about for me. 





In a backstage interview b 
. : ‘a ’ : etween sho i . afford 
During the last said, “If you've been in the busi fs ae ounger then, and we could af ae 
have and h ness as long as J “We were all y om “What we did by comp 
few year's of Whatever personal devils you have— ‘the luxury.” Davis sa¢- was dull. We thousre 


: drink, drugs, or hangi ’ t the kids do now the late 
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hint adew times. right on, daddy.’ I looked at that and said, ‘Jesus, I: Pea did anything to per than all of us that 





don’t want to be like that.’ I h , think we re 
ad to clean that up. I: f people who WE 
To the nght are knew what they were doing was true 10 ven pt ecient no MOre. |. and heed drinking with 
a few choice But if I had to be there today, I wouldn’t be able ‘ Te was Une pane pont Davis to the hospital in 
ex perform. I want to go out now and work. I the Rat Pack te, Vaney trouble and chest pains. 
cerpts from trim the fat. There’ 1 : Orr. 4 want to 1974 with liver ANC © og more serious bout with 
Dave's excell ; eres no law against being theatri- In 1983, after 8 secon e off booze. Davis told the 
ent cal, because that’s part of b gaat e swor 4 
Chi eae dB Part of my reeding, part of my liver diseasé. nce, “Last November I celebrate 
cago Sun ground. but cut it to a minimum and go out Caesars au 7 sobriety.” 
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Times articles 


Nana Loved Samm 


by Najuma Stewart 





My grandmother, Mary B. Holt, loved Sammy Davis, Jr. 
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Nana (as we called her) was a big music fan, as is the rest of my family. ieee : \ gee rae 
Records were always playing in her house (especially chose by B. B. King, A pre | 
Bobby “Blue” Bland, Gladys Knight and the Pips). Nana was very interested in #- 
celebrities, and she subscribed to the Star to keep up with what her favorite Ay PgR: 
ones were doing. She liked Lionel Richie because she read that “he loves his Pa te 
grandmother.” She turned on Willie Nelson because she read that he smoked 
pot with his children. Of all the stars, though, Sammy was consistently at the 
top of her list. 


My sister Nikki and I spent a lot of time at Nana's house as we were growing 
up. During the many days and nights we stayed there, if records weren't 
playing, the TV was on. During "The Price is Right" we would learn to cook 
or crochet or iron. During "The Young and the Restless" and "All My 
Children" we played card games like match and rummy. We ate dinner during j 
the evening news, and during prime time we played more card games like poker 
or Po-Ke-No. After the late news, we put on our pajamas, and prepared to 
watch one of Nana's favorite programs, "The Tonight Show." No weeknight 
went by without Nana watching to see who would be "on Johnny" that 
evening. 


On the frequent occasions when Sammy Davis, Jr. appeared on the show, a wave of excitement shot through the air. | 
watched with my aunt, Constance Z. Lee, with whom I slept, while Nana and Nikki watched in the next bedroom. 


Nana and Auntie always knew and loved the songs that Sammy sang, like "What Kind of Fool Am I," or "Mr. Bojangles" 
or “My Way." 


They would tell us how years and years ago Sammy would sometimes guest host the show, and feature Black entertainers 
who would not normally be invited to appear on national television. In those pre-Arsenio days, their stories seemed 
nore like folk tales to me, with Sammy as the hero who brought Black stars and their fans together whenever he could. 


‘Look at those rings," Nana would say from the other room. “Sammy may be ugly,” she often said, "but he sure can 
sing.” 


have to admit that when I looked at Sammy back then, | thought he was pretty funny looking with that shiny, slicked 
yack hair on his tiny head, his glass eye, and the weird way he moved his mouth when he sang. But my grandmother 
leeply appreciated the way he performed, and her enthusiasm about Sammy has rubbed off on me. I now understand 


he tremendous obstacles Sammy overcame, and the embodiment of perseverance and success he represented to millions 
African Americans, including my grandmother. 


\fter her stroke, Nana had to stay in a nursing home on the South side of Chicago where, just like at home, a TV was 
onstantly blaring in the room she shared with three other women. | remember that when Sammy died, there was some 
‘iscussion among the family about whether or not to tell Nana, but she-heard it on the news for herself. Nana made her 
ransition shortly after Sammy did. I like co think chat when she got to heaven, Sammy was as excited to meet one of his 
evoted fans as she was to meet one of her most beloved performers. 
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Recently I was able to track down Michael Cudahy, better 


known internationally as the fabulous Millionaire. As he 
spoke to me via telephone from his lush New England estate 
I not only had the opportunity to congratulate him on 
behalf of his combo Combustible Edison,on their recent, no 
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[Left to Right) Cudahy,Dixo .B. 
doubt lucrative, signing to Sub Pop Recordings, but I also 
was afforded the chance to discuss some of the holdings in 
his vast collections which are of interest to Roctober readers. 
You see, The Millionaire came into a small cachet of 
clothing previously owned by Sammy Davis, Jr. himself, 
and I wanted to know the story. So now, through the 
magic of zines, you too can enter the world of The 
Millionaire, learn more about the band that soon will be 
providing the soundtrack to your luxurious lifestyle, and 
bear about the clothes that once adorned the frame of Mr. 
Wonderful himself, the greatest entertainer of his day. read 
on... 
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Jake: Could you please, for those not hip to you, describe Combustivic 
Edison? 

Millionaire: The style of music we play we call it The Tropical 
Hypnotica. It's both metropolitan and tropical, and embodies both end: 
of the spectrum: The savage unharnessed passions that lurk deep in the 
soul of even the most civilized man or woman, and also the most 
sophisticated and erudite of sounds that you might find in posh supper 
clubs or bistros in the international capitols of the world. And 
Hypnotica because it's both exotic and hypnotic. 

J: Lovely. And tell us what's up with Sub Pop. 

M: Well were signed for two albums and our first one is in the can and 
it's gonna be out March Ist, 1994. it's called "I, Swinger’. 

J: How does Sub Pop see the "Exotica Hypnotica” sound fitting into 
their scheme of things? 

M: Well, I guess they're obviously gentlemen and ladies of perspicacity 
and acuity of vision. They know a good thing when they see it. They 
also understand that they ran the risk of being pigeonholed as purveyor 
of an endless parade of flannel shirted lumberjacks if they didn't expan 
their demographic base. And I hope a little bit of our message rubs off 


on them and leaves Sub Pop a hipper, swanker place. Not that we plar 
to leave Sup Pop. 


J: The reason you are to be prominently featured in 
this issue, our Sammy Davis, Jr. tribute is because 
we'd like to hear about the clothing you obtained. 
M: Well, | bought a bunch of it. I gave some of it 
away to people who are deserving | thought. What: 
got was a pinstriped Nehru jacketed suit and I got a 
buckskin outfit with pants and a shirt that has 

laces up the front. And I got 
two Jaipur style Nehru 
jackets... think that's all | 
got...and I still have the Nehru 
jackets. One is black with gold 
brocade all over it, I think it's 
like the Wheel of Dharma. 
And the other one is stylish. It 
looks kind of like an Indian 
bellboy outfit or like a railroad 
conductor...it's sort of 
black...it's kind of a cross 
between a Nehru jacket and a 
czarist uniform. Amazingly 
enough the jackets do fit me. 
Just barely, bat they do fit. 

But the pants were so tiny that 
I was lucky if 1 could get my 
thigh into the waistband. He 
must have had a really weird 
physique. Really wide 
shoulders and a tiny little 
tight...| saw Sammy playing in 
Las Vegas you know. 
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J: No, I didn't know that. 
M: I did. It was the last year of his life, unfortunately, and it was (the) 
Sammy Davis, Jr. and Jerry Lewis show and the two of them were kind 
of like the yin and yang of Vegas Tao. Sammy...I was amazed because I 
kind of had...1 didn't know what to expect, | thought maybe he would 
be kind of smarmy Vegas...I'd never seen him play or anything. | 
thought he embodied the Vegas shtick. I later came to realize that 
Wayne Newton did that, but Sammy was the most genu'ne performer 
I'd ever seen in my life. You could feel the love. You know it's kind of 
a cliché; the Vegas style lounge performer/showroom performer with “I 
love you people,” but he really does. When he would say that you knew 
it was completely sincere. Amazing. He would take material that by 
now, even for Sammy, you would think it would have lapsed into self 
parody, like "Mr. Bojangles,” a song I didn't even like in the first place. 
J: 1 almost just cried listening to that song. 

M: It was amazing, so did I! Ic was like transcendent. on 


the other hand, Jerry Lewis is...um...evil incarnate. That's bucks. For the stuff I got I'd be thrilled if I found this 
all I'll say about him. I...I've said it before, but it was like stuff in a thrift store (for those prices, even if it were non- 


humoring a lunatic until the police come. It was like you 
didn't want to make any sudden movements (nervous 
voice)" Yeah...that's real nice Jerry...yeah, great." 

J: daughs). Who went first? 

M: Uh, Sammy did, and then Jerry and then they came 
out and... 

J: ...did stuff together? 

M: Yeah. 

J: Can you tell me how you obtained those articles of 
clothing? 

M: Well, ic was an auction here in Lonelyville... 

J: “Lonelyville" is Providence? 

M: Yes, and it was odd because you know there was a 
huge auction, a general auction, of all of Sammy's effects, 
and somebody from Providence went out there and 
bought a huge lot of clothes and then brought it back 
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ere to sell for charity. And yet, for an auction that was 
upposedly for charity they were very secretive about it 
und it was held in this weird area of town that was very 
1ard to find and I've never been there since. It wasn't 
sublicized, you sort of had to know somebody to get in 
mit. It was kind of like the Ark of the Covenant. They 
lidn't want this sort of powerful stuff, the aura of 
ammy, falling inco the wrong hands. I realize the 
esponsibility I have, to live up to this. 
: You don't have to answer this, but how much did you 
vay for all chis? 
Mi: They were relatively cheap, because there was so much 
tuff and so few people that they were changing hands for 
song. I don't really remember exactly how much... 
ame with a couple of hundred bucks, I was prepared to 
low that on one jacket that belonged to Sammy, and | 
ralked away with all that stuff for three or four hundred 





Sammy stuff). 
J: Can you tell me how you feel when you where those 
jackets? 
M: Uh...well, a bit pinched under the armpits. Altogether 
more suave and I really feel like...I don't put them on just 
for any reason, it's like a really special occasion. The 
occasion itself has to merit it, because it's really like wearing, 
if you're a Marine, your full dress uniform. I can feel an 
emanation from it from being so close to Sammy's skin. 
Some of it's soaked up some of his good vibes. And I'm 
always in a good mood when I wear them. 
J: Do you perform in them? 
M: No. I don't want to get them all sweaty or anything, 
but one of the jackets I found when I got it, there was a 
handkerchief in it, and I pulled it out and it had a little bit 
of brown makeup on it, so I think he wore it on stage. 
J: Have you found any pictures of Sammy wearing any of 
those particular items? ) - 





QUAGI- TSARIST 


M: No, actually the items that were being auctioned off that 
there were pictures of him wearing went for much more that 
the other ones. They actually auctioned off the Nehru 
jacket chat Sammy wore at Martin Luther King's funeral, 
and they had a picture of it. 

J: How much did that go for? 

M: That went for like 700 bucks. ~ 

J: Thank you for your time. Any message for Roctober 
readers from Combustible Edison? 

M: Combustible Edison has a motto and it's two simple 
words that apply to a world of attitude. It's simply "Be 
Fabulous." That says it all right there. 

J: I chink Sammy lived by that as well. At least in the public 
eye. 

M: He epitomized it. He was a master, we can all aspire to. 
If you're wondering what that (motto) means, just look at 
Sammy and you'll know. 


sz 


3) WHEN FRANKIE MET SAMMY 


apAPted BY JAHN PoRceLLING FROM "FRANK SINATRA, MY Fath OR” BY NANCY SINATRA 
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Starring Sammy Davis, Jr. -Decca 
1955. When this, Sammy's first LP 
came out, his group The Will Mastin trio 
had already struck it big on stage and he 
had some critically successful singles out 

on Decca. As his career was about to 
explode he got in the auto accident in 
which the raised decorative center of the 
steering wheel took his left eye. 
Subsequent models omitted that 
decoration after this accident's publicity. 
Instead of the accident hampering their 
new star's career, Decca exploited it by 
prominently featuring his giant eyepatch 
on the cover. The album successfully 
conveys Sammy's versatility with him 
singing his smooth awesome “Hey 
There" from ‘The Pajama Game', the 
operatic "Stan' Up And Fight" from 
‘Carmen Jones', his signature “Birth of 
the Blues" and his stage staple "Because 
of You" in which he impersonates 
different singers and actors, like Cagney 
and Jimmy Stewart, interpreting that 
song. Audiences loved the chutzpah and 
talent involved in a Black man 
impersonating white stars. One of this 
albums weaknesses is related to these 
powers, though. A mimic of Sammy's 
caliber at such an intimidating 
crossroads tn his career can be tempted 
to impersonate others rather than find his 
own voice and Sammy falls victim to 
that temptation a couple of times here, 
especially with a few Billy Eckstine- 
isms. He usually gets past this and it's a 
very promising debut. It's surprising that 
he did not become more highly regarded 
as a recording artist. 


ummy's Presence at the Sox Game- July 4th, 1993. After : 
atching with mixed feelings my all time favorite ballplayer Ron [ff 
tle in his first old timer's game (he still should be playing!) at 
w Comiskey Park four blocks from Sammy Davis, Jr. Blvd, the 
x sound system surprised me with some soothing sounds from 
mmy. Accompanying a video celebrating Kittle's '83 A.L. 


_ -Farrar, Straus and Giroux 1965. From it's high drama opening, a 


§ history, philosophy and his frailues. We see a young Sammy 








Yes I Can by Sammy Davis, Jr. with Jane and Burt Boyer 


gruesomely detailed description of his eye robbing accident 
through the 600 plus pages that follow, Sammy and co. 
successfully draws the reader into Sammy'‘s world by relating his 


growing up on stage from infancy when Sammy, Sr. and Will 
Mastin, whom he would call his uncle, took him around the 
Vaudeville circuit as part of the act. We see Sammy as a young, 
budding superstar meeting his heroes, moving on up and having 
the Black press turn on him. We see Sammy facing intense racial 
prejudice in the performing world, in the army where they 
whooped his ass and painted him white and in the White House 
where Kennedy, whom Davis actively campaigned and raised 
funds for, would not allow Sammy to come to the inauguration 
because of his white fiancé. The best thing portrayed in the text 
though are Sammy's intense addictions to having people around 
and spending money. There's so many repetitions of scenes 
where he has sandwiches and liquor sent up to his room and has 
all night parties, that at first it seems like it's bonng wnting but 
then it becomes clear that he is conveying his problem through 
that in a much more effective way than if he admitted his 
weaknesses and said "this happened all the time." He takes us 
into his accountants office where his bankruptcy is explained to 
us and him, and then we see him spending tons of cash and going 
on Broadway for years, which was a huge financial burden 
because it paid so much less than Vegas. We see every shovelful 
of dirt in the hole he digs for himself. He does sugarcoat some 
things, like his marrying a Black woman just to quiet talk of his 
white women thang, and he skips stuff he'd later admit, like his 
early problems with illiteracy. The book includes tons of photos 
including some classy ones of his Swedish wife May Britt, who 
you may never have heard of because Hollywood wouldn't use 
her after she was a known Negro lover, and their kids skillfully 
taken by Sammy himself. ; 
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Sammy Davis Jr. Achievement = ase 
Award-1993 Soul Train Music «= 
Awards. En Vogue, who I think are MeetTn@naaamea 
passable as an act, but not very 4 
interesting singers or harmonizers, wore 
and I liked the way they talked about 
how they loved Soul Train in their 

speech instead of just thanking God and 
stuff. I wish they mentioned Sammy 
though. 


voit, Soe Boy Meets Girl (with Carmen 
sBOxT McCrae) -Decca 1957. A lovely record. 
Neg Two young, happy, smooth voices 
2am playfully converse in song, with a good 
helping of spoken word intros and 
inserts. It opens with "Happy To Make 
YourAcquaintance" in which Sammy 
spots a fine Carmen and makes to her in 
hep "slanguage", which leads her to 
| coyly recommend he try proper white 
English as an opener if he wants to get 
-@ some play. A real highlight is "Baby it's 
| Cold Outside" which opens with swirling 
| wind musical effects followed by 
m= Sammy saying "Brrr. ah that's 
nice...It's so much nicer here with the 
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est Champion Sox team's accomplishments was the little Man es =e ene, fireplace going. It's warm, it's nice it's c- 


th the Big Voice's rousing "Once In a Lifetime", which seemed Sil 
€ an odd choice considering the first place Sox were heading | 
wards another championship. Appropriateness aside, however, ' sy 
vas very impressed by the quality and power that tune and voice Egy 
Id in a big time sports atmosphere, definitely able to hold it's 
'n against Queen's “We Are The Champions". Sox organist 
uncy Faust (see Roctober #5, still available f. olks) also honored 
» memory of SDJ that season in her own f unny pun-ny way, by 
ying “Mr. Bojangles" when Mr. Bo Jackson came to the plate. ley ah 
‘Knows Sammy? Maybe, but Roctober subscriber Faust sure 


*e 








0-0-0-0zy." His "Brrr" is classic. 


Accent commercial with Sarah Rawls the Country Chef -about 
1980. In a true precursor to the infomercial, Accent brand 
@ monosodium glutamate presented it's ads as a cooking show 
gee. Where Ms. Rawls (who?) cooked chicken with plenty of Accent, 
seg and Sammy had happened to drop by (all Black people know each 
ey Other, right?). The high point of this mugging contest is Sammy 
‘ig Just about sticking his whole greasy (sorry Sam) head in the oven 
to take the chicken ant 
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Colgate Summer Comedy Hour NBC ‘50(”) 


Portrait of a Legend -Parade Video 
1990. 

One In A Million -Passport 
International 1990. 

The “Legend" video, I guess was put out 
to cash in on Davis' death. ft mainly 
consists of the Colgate program 
presented in a weird green border. One 
of the best things about experiencing 
Sammy circa this era via TV as opposed 
to vinyl is that his impressions, which 
seem endearing and cheesy when you 
only hear his voice, are very funny, 
warm and accurate when his physical 
mimic is seen. Also, at this age he's so 
handsome, so pro and moves so well that 
it's a joy to see him sing, dance and 
perform. Also documented here 1s how 
the Will Mastin Tro featuring Sammy 
Davis Jr. was a joke by this time, his 
paw and uncle attached to Sammy like 
two benign tuxedoed growths. When 
Sammy lets them do their Charleston, 
tap dancing and "The Famous Strut" the 
two vaudeville relics cakewalk their way 
to the conclusion that, sadly, this type of 


entertainment has been made obsolete by % 


’ 
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the birth of television. Sorry to be so 
harsh on the guys, but the truth hurts 
sometimes. Sammy also does some 
quickdraw cowboy tricks, fancy 


drumming, some cuts from the “Starring i qe. 
SDJ" LP and a big production number of a 

"Birth of the Blues", introduced (not by (iene 
Sammy) as “the greatest Blues (song) of SaaieaEria 


them all", even though it's not a Blues 
song at all. It's a good song, but it 1s so 
white written ("Oh/They say some 
people long ago/were looking for a 
different tune/one that they could 
croon/as only they can...they only had 
the rhythm etc. etc." underlines mine) 
Also on the tape is a WWII 
melodramatic scene introduced by a 
young Reagan as Sammy's first dramatic 
role. Snippets of a live "Mr. Bojangles 
performance frame all this and act as the 
only structure in the absence of 
narration. However “One In A Million", 
a nice documentary structured around 
the exact same Colgate and Reagan 
material padded with stll photos and 
voice overs gives a good history of 
Sammy and explains a few interesting 
things. It's great how this film, working 
with very limited visual material, 
misrepresents images to suit it's story. 
My two faves are a picture of Sammy 
with the troops in Vietnam while the 
narrator tells about Sammy serving in 
the 40's, and later the use of stock 
footage (a different stock at that) of a 
delighted audience spliced into the 
Colgate impressions routine to show 
how white audiences were delighted by 
Sammy's impressions of white stars. 
Also in this is a very funny Sammy spot 
with Jack Benny on Benny's show. If 
you get a chance to look at any of these 
they are worth secing. 


DAVIS, JP. 
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es EES Sa cry, but this Connick Jr.-esque actor was just too cool to do that. 
a of. 4c! A a ~ oy tM oes as 5 
In Living Color- Sammy "Ghost" skit, rc. Sees ae “Be 





OINBUS MIMISCri¢e-WVry sec. by aways fet ” 
this miniseries was short but sweet. Less than 10 minutes of this 
five hour epic feature Mr. Entertainment, so it is easier to talk 
about his six scenes individually th@n collectively. 1). Young Jr., 
Sr. and Uncle bump into Frankie in a theater alley heading in as 
the Chairman of the Board-to- be storms out of a rehearsal. A 
throwaway scene put in for historical purposes. The next Sammy 
mee sighting, however, is great. It's the Sinatra family New Year's Eve 
oe party and the camera pans all the cats crooning around the piano 
Sek and dead center is Sammy, busting out his too cool, swinging 
limp wrist pose and crooked crooning face. Great impression, 
Sammy would have loved it. 10 seconds of quality television. 
Scene 3: Frank is informed of Sammy's eye popping incident and 
rushes to the hospital where a distraught Sammy bawls “If I can't 
dance I don't want to live!" 4). Frank escorts an eyepatched 
Sammy to a steamroom where SURPRISE! The whole Rat Pack, 
including John F. Kennedy is wearing eyepatches. It's a loving 
gag! Sammy cries. According to the way Sammy tells it in his 
book this was probably a pretty accurate description of a reaction 
he might have. Think of Dennis Rodman crying when he won 
Defensive Player of the Year. Scene 5).We see a nightclub act 
with Sammy, Dino, Frank and the gang clowning around. My 
girlfriend saw this (ensemble mediocre joke ni ghtclub comedy 
with stars) as the most baffling form of entertainment she'd ever 
seen, and also noted that whatever he said about it, he must have 
felt bad being the only Black person for miles in a context as 
bizarre as that. Sammy's superdramatic last scene has him 


swimming around a private pool then emerging poolside to kiss 
his Swedish bride to be May Britt. Inside the cabana Bobby 
Kennedy tells Frank that Sammy has to disassociate himself from 
B the campaign and not marry Bnitt or the election 1s lost. Francis 

| stands up for the little guy, but ts torn. Knowing exactly what 
time it is the misunderstood Jew enters as Bobby exits and tells 
his pal he's going to postpone the wedding ‘til January. 
According to Sammy's autobio, at this point Frank 1s supposed to 
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Fox TV 1992. Allin all not a very great 
bit. Take off on the movie "Ghost" with 
Sammy as Swayze, Altovese as Demi 
Moore and Whoopi as Whoopi I guess. I 
note this skit mainly for the purpose of 


proposing it's star Tommy Davidson as a 
possible lead if they ever wise up and do 
a Sammy mini series or bio-pic. He can 
definitely mimic and do the comedy and 
on stage parts, but his success would 
hinge on his acting ability which he'd 
need to bring out the Sammy the 
spotlight never shone on. So anyway, | 
rented his movie “Strictly Business" to 
see what was up with him AND IT 
STUNK! Not the worst movie ever, but 
pathetic enough to have two slow motion 
closeups of a bending over Haile Berry's 
average sized breasts, one of which (one 
scene, not one breast) introduced her 
character and signified love at first sight. 
The worst part was that Davidson didn't 
even act in the movie, he just did a weak 
homeboy bit. So the juries sull out. By 


the way, I read that though this film was § 


not a hit it did have the highest preview 
audience approval ratings in history. 
Weird. P.S. My friend James feels this 
skit was intensely insensitive to 
Altovese, who had to deal not only with 
her husbands death but with bankruptcy 
because of Sammy's spending 
addictions. 
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Hollywood Palace - ABC 1960 
Sammy did a few gigs on this variety show, once even 
hosting an episode with the Jackson 5 as guests, but no 
other bit or number could hold a candle to one particular 
performance which made my jaw drop: Sammy in his tight 
leather pants and the Queen of Soul, Aretha Franklin, in 
the biggest yellow chiffon dress you'll ever see, tearing up 
"What I Say"! They were really smoking, not only 
working it, but really working with and off each other. 
The weirdest part is that this show did a lot of shots of the 
stage from the audiences perspective So you see the backs 
of their heads watching the proceedings, and this white 
hoity toity crowd is sitting there like they were embalmed. 
At the Apollo they'd be tearing the walls down over this. 
Well, vive la cultural différence, I guess. 
fe Laugh In - NBC 1970(?) . Most 
-t: * people remember Sammy on this show 
(£2) * for reviving Pigmeat Markham's "Here 
» GS Come's Da Judge" routine, and 
} | admittedly, he cut a sharp figure in robe 
“a : E and powdered wig, but my fave part of 
x .“&: this gig was him later in the show, still in 
£ y°%} wig costume, kissing all up on a very 
UGS: ee “s young and sexy Goldie Hawn. I guess 
REET EF he got away with this stuff, albeit a few 
close calls, by just being to lovable to 
lynch. 
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mmeie Tonight Show -NBC, the mght the new 
Same David Letterman show premiered, 1993. 

page In their first head to head battle, Jay 
Leno pulled out the big guns against 
ical Inge Dave: Garth Brooks and 90210's ‘Dylan' 

\/ fae himself, Luke Perry, both in big, dumb 

ma cowboy hats. At the desperate Leno's 

pseudo urgings (like the stars don't tell 
the host what to ask) Perry does his 
feeble Sammy impersonation, actually 
just an impersonation of a Sammy i 
impersonation, all “Hey babe, love you [f 
cats, etc." Then Jay has Brandford 
Marsalis, the most uncomfortable 
looking African American on television 
(who can blame him being on that show 
do his Sammy. You'd think as a fellow 
American entertainer of color he'd have 
enough respect for The Legend to at 
least be familiar enough with the man's —~~~~ 
work to offer a more accurate portrayal 
than some 40 year old Fonzie wannabe 
who wears his hat insi 
That show sucks gi 
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The Om rch of Satan 
High per in the ihe, ns / 
company of a a] : SS Pere 
pay follower, i : 
Sammy Dans, Jr. 





Poor Devil - Paramount Pictures 1973. I don't know if this 
eature length TV pilot was ever aired. A copy was passed on to 
ne by Phil X. Milstien, who commented that it should have been 
alled “It's a Horrible Life." In it Sammy plays a ne'er do well 
levil named Sammy assigned to shovel coal into Hell's furnace. 
towever, if he could only get someone to sell their soul he could 
top shoveling and spend eternity smooching with Satan's pretty 
3lack secretary. Confident that a desperate, bumbling 

countant, portrayed with a bizarre take on the everyman by Jack 
<lugman, is his ticket, he maneuvers past the Devil's doorman 
layed by Felipé, the scheming Mexican cook from late Three's 
-ompany/Three's A Crowd episodes, and pleads his case to Mr. 
acifer, played by Christopher Lee, wearing what I hope was a 
fig. Let me describe the decor of Hell. It looks like a mix 
etween a Star Trek planet and a Batman TV show interior, with 
ames reflected along the walls. Everyone wears red, glittery hep 
3 clothes, Lucifer in a leisure suit, etc. Incredibly they all wear 
uge medallions of a pentagram with an upside down cross 
ttached to the bottom, basically the symbol for female with a five 
oint star in the circle. Don't let the imagery confuse you, though 
tere was no laugh track, this was a funny “Love American Style" 
‘pe show with a Herb Alpert "Dating Game" style theme song. I 
ean, Adam West was in it for God's, I mean Satan's, sake.. Of 
ourse the city Sammy must dwell with Klugman in is San 
rancisco, home of Anton Levay's Church of Satan. Levay, a 
immer sideshow man, promoted this church in a way that made it 
ry hip for a few minutes, much like the odd chic por obtained 
ound the time of "Deep Throat". Jayne Mansfield and Sammy, 
‘ver one to let a fad pass unsampled, were the most famous 
“ople associated with the organization. . This show, which 
akes reference to the Church I suppose was formulated as the 
ggest manifestation of this fad, but alas, did not catch on. 
nyhow, after a very strange scene with Sammy and Jack in bed 
gether, the show sort of becomes a Satanic “I Dream of Jeannie‘ 
ith Sammy serving Jack (lets not even get into the race thing 
re) in exchange for his soul. In the end Sammy is too good of 
art to actually damn Oscar's/Quincy's/Burnett Emerson's (Jacks 


aracter in this) soul and ends up back on the coal heap. If ithad 3 


en picked up I wonder if Sammy would have served jack 
clusively or if he'd try to get a new celebrity soul every week 
1a Satanic “Love Boat". The devil only knows. 
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e Sammy's last studio LP and it's also his legendary Country album. 


e and help the more upbeat ones swing a bit. 


Me, : . 
a ey That Cigarette", which I've heard, but don't believe, was played at 



















Sammy - Sessions Records 1976. If 
you're old enough to remember the TV 
ads for this double LP (also available On 
8-Track or Cassette) you may recall! the 
Seductive power it shared with many of 
the made-for-TV Best Of collections. 
The rolling titles and teaser song clips 
B Were especially effective in this one, 
{because what song could have more 
‘powerful hooks than “Candy Man" and 
“Mr. Bojangles"? This was my 2nd fave 
yy Made for TV record, after Boxcar Willie 
who I believed was a real hobo who the 
occasionally tracked down and recorded 
Boy was I upset when I moved to 
Nashville later and learned that was all 
sham! King of the Road indeed. 
Anyhow, even though I have most of the 
songs, the composition of this album, 
with oddball inclusions like "Shaft" and 
two Blood,Sweat and Tears covers set 
against old chestnuts like "Birth of the 
— Blues", "What Kind of Fool Am I", "I've 
wig? @ { Got You Under My Skin" et al is very 
ia} nice to listen to and this may be the best 
of his The Best Of's. Also available 
. J from Sessions "Mellow Moments" and 
Py, "Connie" (Francis). 
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Marketing. 1993, contents 1979. Three 
episodes of this 1979 fiasco featuring 
Pearl Bailey sitting in an empty studio 
pretending it's a full theater, responding eric 
to canned applause as outer space scenes /uaae 
flash behind her, hosting clips of are 
entertainers ("All segments were taken gage Ge 
from shows produced by Jackie Be allio 
Bamett") doing their things. It looks like ~~" team 
they probably taped all episodes in one Ny aes tt 
day, with Pearl getting more drunk and | 
incoherent with every introduction. 
Some segments are exciting, Shirley Baby a eee 
Bassey's "Goldfinger", Ella Fitzgerald, a (—__4 
very young and funny Pearl herself, even Sime 
Three Dog Night is o.k., and some acts 
that have fallen out of the cannon are 
interesting. Sammy's is so so. His , 
brown suit looks good, but his “Lady Is [ame 
A Tramp" with Buddy Greco and a =a 
Sammy drum solo is tepid. All in all, aa Gs 
bizarre enough to rent if your video shop 
has it. 

g Closest of Friends -Applause Records 1982. | believe this was 
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It's pretty good, his take on Country wisely leaning towards 
Charlie Rich/Kris Kristofferson songwriter and vocalist type 
music rather than the slick Urban Cowboy direction, and it suits [i 
his talents. Top notch Nashville studio musicians, including a big B& |(¢ 
, ol’ suring posse compliment this LP's pathos ala Country numbers | 
Among the latter is 
shis infamous cover of the sadly prophetic "Smoke. Smoke, Smoke 


y” jhis funeral. I love the back cover with Samala in cowboy hat, 9 
boots, red plaid shirt, vest and shades leaning against a 

Nashville(?) lamppost with Punk rock type xerox flyers and 

Stickers all over it. 

THIS CONCLUDES THE SAMMY PORTION OF THIS 

ISSUE. ENJOY THE REST OF YOUR FLIGHT. 


COPERNICUS... 


~ | was with Jake when Copernicus’s latest effort NO BORDERLINE arrived 
at Rocklober. We had a lot of fun listening to it- if you happen to have your 
own copy, and it’s your first exposure to Copernicus,then you'll know what 
| mean when I say it really got our curiosity aroused, and our 

imaginations working (see last issue for f.w.’s review). 

Well, when leaving Chicago, | mentioned to Jake that | considered it part 
‘of my duties as a Mid-Atlantic region corespondent to get to the core of 
our Myth of Copernicus. That opportunity came my way. 

| was headed into New York City to see some Rock Concerts, and 
twrrangements where made with Copernicus’s people (Nevermore Inc.) for 
ine to be part of the action on Friday Night, November 12, at The Wetlands. 
This was the official CD Release for NO BORDERLINE, so there was a 
platter of complimentary eats, and drinking passes- and |! felt like | was 
really working... You know, like | was there to get the scoop for you all. 

90 | chose a spot near Copernicus’s extensive video board, and waited for 
“the King of Spontaneity” to get on stage. My companions and | couldn't 
help but notice all of the people with Cam-corders up front encircling the 
area- long-haired types dressed like wizards. All | could get out of the guy 
monitoring the video controls when | asked him if he worked for 
Copernicus, was an enigmatic, “Sometimes.” | turned around and 


Copernicus stepped up onto the stage. | remember the introduction he gave | 


himself,"Come lunch with the Monster... We'll eat the Authorities!". Wow! 
Punk Rock! was what | was thinkin’. Not to be though. 

Copernicus is an Artist. He breezed through his hits (including “The 
Voice” from NO BORDERLINE), became older, younger, raged his 
philosophies- mixing simple science and religion, paraded through the 
audience, the extent of the club, included a jazz standard, and drank 
something from a black mug. He was dressed in black. 

| was writing down questions like a Clark Kent, watching the Man, AND 
natching the little video screen behind me. Man Alive! That's where the 
2nterlainment was! ALL of the people at the front of the stage -were 
notking for Copernicus ( a lot of the audience was working for ~him)- 
naking this club date into a really scary performance on tape. It was fun 
o watch this happen- they stacked images of Copernicus's face shot from 
lifferent angles on top of each other, and changed the colors. Meanwhile, 
1 stage, He was trying to be real scary, so | figure they - had some kind of 
fect they where shooting for. | was gonna’ ask them when the time for 
he Big Interview rolled around. But | want to tell’you more about the 
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the man who Is Copernicus ts a physical spectacie- tall, robust, agile- 
ha prowled and commandad Tha Wetlands singe. In his mid-to-late filties, 
A howling, singing, Jumping-up-and-down at times guy with his fists 
clenchad trlumphantly | over his head. He wns Life's Champion then- 
ballowing, “LIFE! LIFE! Ure! LIFE! into his headset microphone over and 
over | really fiked that. tt was truly poetic. | promised myself that t'd get 
out of bed this way sometimes in the future. 

Gopemicus was accompanind by no band. All of the sound came out of a 
liny keyboard centered on stage. He used the voluminous rushing-wind- 
sound key a lot... and that was neat. Whatever Copernicus did, | belleved 
his motivations to be in ernest. When his performance was over, | made 
plans to hook-up with my companions, and followed Copernicus to 
Inttoduce myself as the Rocktober Rep. He sald,"Hello”, and invited me to 
go downstalrs- “Thare'll be some videos showing (inctuding the one they 
had just made! They where all Copernicus videos!) and some drinks. Give 
mo ten minules and il answer your questions.” While | sat at the bar, | 
reviewed my questions- and they where all about the mysteries of - 
Copernicus. Then Andrew Seldentold, Copernicus’s P. R. man came over and 
Introduced himself. He gave me the total package on Copernicus, asked a 
lot of questions about Nocktober, and told me a little about his work for 
The Man. 

‘You know what? It was thon that 1 began to realize that besides 
Copernicus, | was definitely the most serious Copernicus-minded person 
in that crowded little bar area. Andrew, for instance, didn’t give any real 
consideration to the Man‘s philosophies or theorles ( no matter how 
shailow, elementary, and scientifically confused they can first appear to 
be) . By his awn adinission, he had to humour his client with itle detalls- 
like putting “This Press Release Voes Not Existl” on the press release. 

Coparnicus’s message fs one based on our non-existence. Copernicus 
boaliavas that our senses are not to be trusted In thelr interpretation of 
reality, because caality changes all the tme- change beginning at the 
sub-atamic tavel. Our sensical perception Isn't able to accurately 
translate such an ever-changing reallly. Therefore, our perceptions are 
false, our Perception of reality Is false. if we base our itving, personas 
ofc. on these false perceptions ( a true perception does not exist), then 
we, as we lruly are, are non-existent because the basis for who we are is 
false through and through (to the sub-atomic tevell). Knowing this, you are 
frae in BE. ° 

! talked to another person who worked for Copernicus- she was sorta’ 
surprised that my questions where so serious; centering around 
Copernicus’s theories and performance- as If the questions themselves 
gave the man some validity as a Aock n' Roll Star. Everybody else was 
there just to humour the guy! | hadn't realized that yet. 

So ! spent a tong time waiting for my chance to get at the Star- seemed 
fike an hour passed by. | was getting anxtous, and began to read the 
Copernicus P.A. info Andrew had given me. Then the facts came out, and my 
great clisappointmnent began to roally take shape. | started crossing out 
the questions I'd figured on asking him, as another article(John 
Strausbaugh’s ANT OF NOISE from NEW YORK PRESS 9/88) answered them 
for me. Surprisingly, the grand picture of Copernicus as Landlord Joe 
Sinatkowsk! spending other people’s rent money to be a Rock Star 
appeared. | gol sad. there was something so illegitimate about the whole 
thing. Entertaining You, Reader/Listener, wasn’t the issue here at alll! The 
whole Copernicus scene seemed to be about purchasing and entertalning 
his own fantasy... | almost teft without asking him any questions at all. 

But ! didn't. [hung around and asked him ona question. Marcus:t know you 
believe you don't exist, so my question has to be altered a little bit- | 
can't ask you what your best Halloween costume was, bul, you can 
Comment on Halloween- the change we allow ourselves to make on that 
night, when we become anything we want to be." Copernicus:"Well Marcus, 
1 can't address that as an activily confined to one night. | belleve we 
must always be changing. Minute by minute, we must become whal we are, 
and have the courage to be THAT with all of our intensity.” 
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Illustration by Tyler Durand | 





THE REALLY BITCHIN 


HICK DALE 


= astouo KING OF THE 


evT SURF GUITAR 


HIMSELF 















The task of telling the tale Of Dick Dale is Herculean, so luck ly for us Mr. Dale, not a shy man, does it here himself. However, if you are 
unfortunately unfamiliar with the legendary King of the Surf Guitar's work, here's some background: Though his excellent early Capitol LP's, 
containing the early classics “Let's Go Tripping" and “Miserlou" did not propel him and his Del Tones to a national fame comparable to their 
West Coast status, the Surf styles he pioneered had a worldwide influence on subsequent Surf, Garage and Punk bands. His mightiest . 
influences however were borne from his technical collaborations with guitar guru Leo Fender. From the power and presence they succeeded in 
creating sprouted Heavy Metal, Sonic Youth, and a great deal of contemporary guitar Rock. The best part about him, though, is that he's SO 
cool. A surfer, a racer, an archer, a virtual zookeeper, a philosopher, a husband, a father and proprietor of The Dale Sky Ranch, Dick Dale is 
far from your average Rock and Roller, so not surprisingly, rather than a nostalgia piece, Dale's new LP "Tribal Thunder" (Hightone) is one of 
the best and most vital of his career. His two 1993 sets at Chicago's Cubby Bear were showcases of some of the most exciting, entertaining, 
joyous music and showmanship this town has seen in a while. At age 56 with an awesome LP, a lovely wife, a new baby and a rocking soul, 
he's far from a golden oldie. Jake and James asked him to tell Roctober readers his story as we spoke to him via phone as he prepared to hit the 


road on his latest tour. Dick Dale: I'll just tell you the way itis. You ask me what time it is 
and I'm gonna tell you how to build a clock. And the story is, as a 
little child I used to listen to my fathers big records, big 78's. I used 
to listen to guys like the big Harry James records and [ used to listen 
to Gene Krupa, and we didn't have a lot of money. My parents both 
worked, and I was born in Boston, Ma., not Beirut, Lebanon. 
ROCTOBER: You were not born in Lebanon? 
No. 
Are you of Lebanese descent? 
See, that's what cracks me up, these magazines, these people are 
ail... 
You're not of Lebanese descent? 
Yes I am. My father's father was bom in Beirut Lebanon. My 
father was born in Boston, Massachusetts, and Dick Dale was born 
in Boston, Massachusetts. My mother's father was born in Poland. 
Actually, they're White Russian, which we just found out. So I'm 
@ Polish/White Russian, whatever you want to call it, descent, just 
like I'd be Lebanese descent. 
Do you have any other languages besides English? 
No, just my slang from Boston. Anyways, I used to love to listen to 
Gene Krupa records, you know, and Gene Krupa drumming, 
because lic was...you know, music is sex. It's a sensual aniving 
mode that affects people if it's played a certain way, and Gene 
Krupa was smart enough to go, and for instance, study the 
natives...went into the jungle to study their fertility dances, what 
caused them to be mesmerized...the drummer played on a beat. He 
~@ was the father of it all, just like Dick Dale is the father of , I guess 
Guitar Player (Magazine) says Dick Dale is the father of Heavy 
Metal, blowing up 48 amplifiers, creating the first power amplifier. 
Anyway, the thing is, Gene Krupa wanted to know why...what is it 
that made people mesmerized. Now what it was was that the 
natives would create these fertility dances and they would use these 
rhythms on logs but they kept it simple and they kept it thriving and 
they kept it driving, they didn't break it. They'd go ding ding-dah 
dah ding ding-dah dah ding ding-dah and they would keep that 
always going. What happened was he was smart enough not to let 
an ego get in front of him and try to impress other musicians, 
because if you look at his life story all the other musicians said 
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“ul We play DeUer Wal) Gee niu, We was wy awe Ugo seme 
Gene Krupa." But Gene Krupa somehow mesmerized the audience 
moreso than any drummer in the world, I mean these are words 

quote unquote from Louie Belson, who was asked to speak on his 

life, and you take Buddy Rich who was one of the most incredible 
technicians in the world, on this planet, but the only people he 

could really impress, who knew what he was doing was another 
musician or another drummer. But when it came right down to gut 
farce. what makes the ayerage person-the average person doesn't 

know an augmented 9th or 13th so neither do! , cause I never went 

to school for music. I can play every instrument there 1s, every 

hom, I've played all the saxes and trumpets and everything and 
keyboards... 

What age did you start playing all these instruments? 

This was when I was back in elementary school and [ started listening to 
these records. So Gene Krupa had something. So he kept it going, just 
going doom bada doom bada doom bada doom badada he kept that 
going. So what happens when you go doom bada doom bada doom 
bada biddli-ba-da-doo, you wake people up, and that only impresses the 
musicians. So rule #1: Music is an attitude. It's a sensation to the 
average person, to the human being. And keep it simple, stupid. That's 
always been my theory because that's the way he did it and he kept it 
simple. He made people, there funnybones move. Now when I started 
playing with the piano, my aunt played the piano and I used to sit and 
listen to it, and then, of course, our family didn't have the money to have 
these things. 

What part of Boston were you living in? 

I was born in South Boston, but I was actually raised in Quincy, 
Massachusetts and I went to Quincy Elementary School, Quincy Jr. 
High School, then Quincy High School, and I finished my 11th year 
there, that was in 1954 when we drove to California to finish my 

senior year. Now, my uncle gave me a trumpet, but I loved the 

Louis Armstrong sound and the Harry James sound and I played by 

ear and I played always soulful or very direct from the gut. Then 

the next thing was I always wanted a guitar so I was reading a 
Superman magazine one night and it had a picture of a rearing 

horse with a cowboy with a lariat and it looked really neat, and I 

always wanted to be a cowboy singer. Why? Because I also 

listened to Hank Williams, and he would always sing these neat 
romantic songs, (sings)"Why'd You Leave Me Babe" and as a little 

kid I had a girlfriend and her boyfriend used to beat me up, so then 

] used to sing these songs, and that's what it's all about. Country 
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music is all about your 
heart and your people and 
things like that. SoI said! 
wanna be a cowboy singer, 
but I never had a guitar, so I 
read this book and it had 
this horse and it said sell all 
these jars of Noxcema skin 
creme and send us the 
money and you'll get this 
ukulele with this cowboy 
and a horse and a lariat. So 
] went out in the middle of 
snow storms banging on - 
doors and bothering the Eee aries lates bt ee 
crap out of my neighbors and got enough money to buy a car I 
think, and then I ended up sending that money in. And then I 
waited six months before I ever got that stupid thing And when I 
did get it it was painted green. It had a cowboy on it and a lariat 
and everything. And the pegs had nothing but holes and the pegs 
would fall out. I was so frustrated, it was just pressed cardboard 
and I just smashed it in the garbage can. And then I went and took 
my Pepsi Cola bottles in my little red wagon flyer and went about 
four miles down to the store and cashed in my little Pepsi bottles 
for a couple of cents a bottle and raised five dollars and ninety five 
cents. I should have done that in the first place, and then I bought 
this creme and brown plastic ukulele. And then I got a chord 
maker that you slap on it. After you strap it on you're supposed to 
press buttons and it's supposed to make a chord, but it didn't work. 
It made everything vibrate. So I took that off and got a book and 
the book said "put your finger here and put your finger there", but 
the book didn't say "You're holding it the wrong way stupid", so 
since I was left handed and all my rhythm- since I used to listen to 
Gene Krupa, when my mom and dad would leave in the evening | 
would take their canister set, their sugar and their cookies and all 
these little metal cans and I'd take these knives (laughs) and I'd 
bang on them with these regular kitchen knives and I'd play the 
drums and that's how I developed al! this rhythm, just like my son 
now is 22 months old, he's been playing since he was 12 months 
old and he gets standing ovations on the drums. I'm sad because 
I'm not going to be bringing him (on tour) this ime. He's been 
with us since he was 10 weeks old, he's been on the drums. It's 
incredible. it's been like the traveling Dales. The only reason I'm 
not bringing him now is were worried it's so cold. So anyway, his 
rhythm is so on it's just incredible, and mainly I think it's because 
when he was in her stomach, in her womb, you know, she was still 
setting up equipment, my chief roadie, and he could hear this and 


when he came out he was still banging and kicking and everythin. 
else. He blows drummers away. They can't believe he can fatho1 
what he can fathom, he's doing rolls and builds. He knows the 
whole concert thing. So anyway, now he's doing the same thing | 
was doing, only he's doing it on a full set of drums. He's got 





2 . = blisters on his fingers before he can even talk. With me all I had 
eae ee was knives and canister sets, so I got my rhythm from that and all 
aes. —eTy rhythm went into my left hand, so naturally I picked up the 
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Yes. 

..and batting? 

No. I'm right handed batting but I used to shoot a bow the wrong 
way, and then the found out what eyed I was. Everyone's either k 
eyed or right eyed and I found out I'm left eyed. So they made nx 
shoot lefthanded. the guy wouldn't make me a bow unless I shot 
lefthanded, because he was a champion. So I held a ukulele upsic 
down not realizing that and I couldn't understand why my fingers 
wouldn't stretch where they were supposed to go. I just figured 
what the hell, par for the course, so J just kept pulling my fingers 
over and because a guitar is engineered 13ths and 9ths it's 
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engineered for a right handed player. That's just how it's 
been designed. So there's things that I could never ever 
play on a guitar, but there are things nighties couldn't 
play that I do. So now what happens is I was playing a 
ukulele, so the first three chords I learn were in the key 
of G, and I learned how to play The Tennessee Waltz. 
But since I learned all my rhythm from Gene Krupa | 
started playing that thing like I was playing on a drum. 
I'd strum like that because just strumming normally just 
wasn't enough rhythm for me. SoI learned a whole 
bunch of Hank Williams tunes and that's how I did it. 
Just before we left Massachusetts in the Summertime | 
would spend at my grandmother and grandfathers place 
in Whitman, Massachusetts, which was a more farm 
area, and then one time a friend of mine took me way out 
in the back sticks where we used to pick all the 
swampberries and it was just like in the days of 
"Deliverance" you might say, you know, that movie. A 
real wooded area, and there were about fifteen guys in 
one old house, and they were all strumming on guitars, 
and they were all flattop guitars and so said “Wow, 
man, look at all these guitars there all strumming. 
Sounds like a drove of bees." and it was bitchin’. So then 
one guy says “Hey, this guys got a guitar for sale. You 
want it?” And I said, "Well sure, how much does he 
want?" And he says "Eight bucks" and I said "Wow." I 
gave him 25 cents down, and I made him payments 50 
cents a week til I paid it off. 

Did he let you take it home? 

Yeah, he let me take it right away. He trusted me. Now, 
I was so impressed going from a small plastic ukulele 
into this big hollow body, and it had this tone that was 
just incredible and I said "Geez, this thing has six strings. 
What am I going to do with six strings?”, and he says, 
"Just play the same four you played on the uke and 
muffle the other two. Nobody'll know the difference." 
So that's what I did. So here I am playing "The 
Tennessee Waltz" and "You Wouldn't Read The Letters I 
Wrote You" and "Honky Tonk Angels", I'm muffling the 
other two strings, but it was a big sound for four strings. 
Then I put a hole in the side and ran a chord through and 
plugged it in and then that was my electric guitar. Then | 
came to California with it in '54 and when I got out of 
school, Washington High School in Southwest L.A., | 
went to work for Hughes Aircraft in metallurgy and in 
heat treatment for metal, and then what happened was 
my dad said come on down to this Country bar and your 
friend is playing guitar, wants you to back him up. He's 


on the stage with him and I was backing him up strumming, and my buddy kind of 
panicked, left the stage and left me standing there and I said we'll you can't jump the 
ship, so 1 stood there and kept doing something. So, I had learned to play a Boogie 
because I used to listen to also the Black players, the old Blues. I used to sneak and 
just stand outside the doors, and in those days they had just a drum, standup bass anc 
guy would be playing sax, and if they had an electric keyboard player, an organ, a gi 
would be playing organ. So that was the real Blues, the old Blues. So what happen: 
was I remembered that rhythm and I would do that on the strings, and the people jus 
loved the sound because I kept it simple and then I would win the contest. But the 
weird part about it was that the guitar didn't win the contest. There was always 
someone better who could sing better and it was always a tie. So when they did the 
runoff I'd be like "Oh Shit, what do I do", so I'd grab my trumpet and I'd do a strippe 
sound, like the old Louis Armstrong, real raspy. And the people would go nuts! Th 
I knew that the sexual, sensual, guttural sound, that throbbing sound is where it's at. 
It seems like, these days the guitar is the instrument of choice, but before you 
came on the scene and kind of liberated everything, the main Rock and Roll 
instrument was the saxophone. 

It was. Well, o.k., when I came onto the scene, out here in the West Coast there we! 
only two styles. One was Country and the other was Jazz. Jazz was the Big Band J. 
and nobody was allowed at that time to throw dances playing a guitar and charging 
money at the door. Because guitars were considered evil. It was called devil music 
They laugh at this, but it's a fact. The cities would not issue permits to people to thr 
these kinds of dances. how I found out was when I went to Balboa with my cousin, 
well I call him my cousin, my buddy, we were both bike riders. We took my guitar 
down there and said let's go down and see the girls, but if I could back up a little bit, 
did all these bars, and Dick Dale won all these contests using a simple, psychologic: 
approach of sensual, driving rhythm, and then one of the major contests was somelx 
playing like Elvis, and I won it and was asked to get on stage at the theatre, 7th and 
Broadway, in between these two features which were being premiered called “Love 
Tender" and “Jailhouse Rock" and then I played there and started drawing like 1,706 
kids there. 

Those two films premiered together on the West Coast? 

Yeah, right. In California. Then what happened was I had this old guitar that I wen 
and bought out of a hock shop and it was just an old solid body guitar with a pickup 
it and I had a little teeny amplifier with a 10" speaker in it and a Flash Gordon thinn 
microphone. So when I stood on this stage in this theatre there were about four sail 
in the audience, get this...I was singing "Teddy Bear" or I don't know what and ther« 
going "Get The Hook!". Then the manager of the theatre said let's plug him into the 
regular house speakers and put his name in 40 foot letters and then what happened + 
I sounded big and all of a sudden 1,700 kids just packed the theatre. And that was t 


start. 
Anyone behind you? 

It was just Dick Dale standing there 

strumming like a madman. I was doing 

rhythms like dun de da dun de da de-de 

de dun de da, these are the rhythms from 
Gene Krupa and I would do this and from 
there went to a Country place that was 

having a contest in Compton. It was a 
t.v. station called Town Hall Party. Guys 
that would come on this show were guys 
like Johnny Cash before he ever wore 
black, Tex Ritter... 

The Collins Kids! 

The Collins Kids, right. Larry and 
Laurie. 

Did you date Laurie? 

Yeah. We were kind of sweet on each 
other. I've got a beautiful 8x10 picture of 
her and me out behind the bam with our 
cowboy outfits and I'm bending over like 
Elvis Presley and were kissing. Someone 
took and then they sent it to me (laughs) 
and its a bitchin’ shot. So bitchin’. It's 
not a mugging shot. She was sitting 
down on a log and I had my foot up ona 
log next to her and I was bending down, 
my elbow on my knee, had my finger 
under her chin and just lifted her little 
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up and we were kissing. It was real pretty. It 
was a hello kiss, only it looked romantic. 
Someone took that picture and it was really neat 
‘cause we had on both the same cowboy outfits. 
So Laurie and Larry and me we all became really 
good friends. And I remember Tex Ritter bought 
me my first gunbelt because I loved quickdraws. 
And I met a lot of people, like Gene Autrey, 
Freddy Hart, Lefty Frizzell. And I always wanted 
to be a cowboy singer, and what happened was — 
they found out I could play a trumpet, so they said 
why don't you play background with that trumpet. 
I said I wanted to be a cowboy singer . They said 
we have enough guitar players around here. So I 
started playing my trumpet. Then I quit and that's 
when I went down to Balboa, and when I went 
there this big ballroom was alive with people and 
sound. It was a giant hom band, they were 
playing Jazz, it was a big band sound, and that's 
what I'm saying. You'd never have a guitar group 
playing because the cities would not give permits 
for it. They considered it to be evil. So I walked 
in there with my friend Ray and told the manager 


when they went on intermission “My name is Dick 


Dale. I'm from Massachusetts and I was supposed 
to be on the stage during the intermission." And 
he said "Dick Who?"(everyone laughs) and I just 
bullshited my way on so he says o.k. and I got up 
there and Ray and I are both strumming guitars © 
and I'm playing this sound, cause I developed this 
de-duka-da duka-da type of rhythm and I'm 
singing Hillbilly music so I said it's rock and I 
called it Rockabilly ‘cause I was rocking the 
strums which you're not supposed to do. In fact 
one time Bonnie Ray Guitar, she was playing a 
song and I said "Can I play for you, huh? Can I 
play backup?" and she said o.k. come on up her 
and I started strumming, but instead of the 
traditional way; diinng da diinng da, I was going 


ding a ding a da da dingadada, she goes “strum the 


tight way!" (laughs). And then when I went into 
this ballroom and started strumming the kids they 
were dancing in their big petticoats and they were 
doing the Lindy Jitterbug and stuff like that so 
they came up and they said Wow! They digged 
this bopping sound I was doing. So when I left 
that night I went to this little ice cream parlor 
called The Rinky Dink Ice Cream Parlor, it was 
like a Folk music club. They had a lot of Folk 
music clubs where people would sit with a guitar 
and talk and just play these Folk songs. And it 


was really the trend thing when people went out for gatherings, cause like I said, cities 
didn't allow permits. So I went in and the kid playing the piano, he was playing a boogie 
woogie style and I loved that. So we got together and I asked the guy if him and I and my 
friend Ray could play there on the weekends. He said yesh. That's where I met Leo 
Fender and I said my name is Dick Dale, I don't have any money, I don't really have any 
instruments of any sort, and he liked me and he became like a second father to me. He 
said take this Stratacaster, we made it last year, beat it to death and tell me what you think. 
And I had my little amp and I started strumming on it and started playing at this ice cream 
parlor. Well the three of us were getting about eight bucks, seven or eight dollars. Then I 
wanted to get a drummer so | added a drummer and asked for a raise to 12 dollars, and 
then I wanted to get a rhythm player so I asked for a raise to about 15 dollars and the guy 
fired me. By then the people were starting to come from like Palm Springs which is a 
couple of hours away, they're all coming just to see us, so I talk to my father who is still 
working at Hughes Aircraft. He went and talked to the owners of the Rendezvous 
Baliroom, that was closed. They were just renting it out for like schools, and they said 
you won't get any permits, so we had meetings with the city, the chief of police, the fire 
department, the teachers association and said look, would you rather have your kids in one 
spot or out on the street. So they said allright, we'll do something different. We'll give 
you a permit, but the kids have to wear ties. And I go, geez, whoever heard of a surfer 
wearing a tie, because I had been surfing now, surfing with a buddy and that became part 
of my life. So my opening night we got a box of ties and handed them out, and everybody 
had bare feet and ties, to make it legal. Opening night we had 17 people, and they were all 
surfers I was surfing with and that was the beginning right there. Then I said, how are we 
going to fill this place up, because this ballroom, the last band that played there was Stan 
Kenton, the Jazzer and they were trying to make a comeback, because every big band in 
the world had played there, but when they tried to bring Jazz back a second time they lost 
about $80,000, so they closed it and they called it The White Elephant and said that 
nobody would come three miles on a peninsula to this old building, because it was on the 
Balboa Peninsula three miles long. So to get more kids to come we went to schools and 
asked if we could do assemblies. At 7:30 we'd have a musical review, we'd ask the 
principal to set it up as part of their credits. And he'd ask what we'd be playing, and when 
we told him guitars, he said no, it's an evil, dirty instrument. So we told him it would be 
about the Elevation of Music. I'd have a guy dancer in a suit and a girl modem dancer. 
And they let us doit. And the kids would come out of curiosity. The first fifteen minutes 
we'd start out with “Sugar Blues" and “Begin the Beguine" and the teachers loved it, and 
the kids would just be sitting there. Then the next fifteen minutes we'd play our kind of 
music and the kids went wild and the principal said “Get the hook!"(laughs) So I had to go 
to the union, all the teachers were there and they told me I was playing dirty music. And I 
said don't even bother telling me about dirty music unless you can tell me what dirty 
music is. From then on I was a rebel. But from getting to those high school kids, within 
three months we had 4,000 people a night at the Rendezvous. The city made us put in 13 
fire escapes. It was a complete city block, two floors. On a peninsula three miles long 
traffic was backed up all the way. Rock bands of the day, The Champs, Chuck Berry, 
were playing through 10" speakers, stand up bass, there were no power players, no power 
amps. I told Leo I wanted fat, thick sounds. So Leo, Freddy Traveras, a steel guitar 


_ player who was with The Royal Hawaiians band, and me work together and came up with 


the Fender Dual Showman amp, with 15" speakers. That's how we created the big Dick 
Dale machine gun picking style. My philosophy is the thicker the wood the thicker the 
sound, the bigger the string the bigger the sound. My smallest string is a 14 gauge. 

How do you feel about groups like The Beach Boys and Jan and Dean, who were 
more vocal harmony based, being associated with the surf sound? 

Well, I used to give the Beach boys $50 to open for me. Jan and Dean, The Ventures, used 
to come se me. I found The Righteous Brothers playing at Jon's Black Derby to six 
people, they were so ahead of their time. 

Playing R&B? 

Yes, the Black sound. I told them to go to the Rendezvous, we were about to leave, and 
they went and played there. This is before it burnt down. 

When did it burn down? 

I guess the sixties. | 

Good thing about those 13 fire escapes. Em 

Kids called it Surf music | 
didn't call it that. The kids 
called me King of the Surf 
Guitar. I surfed sun up to sun 
down. I don't claim to be a : 
musician, I didn't go to Julliard. 

I'm into just chopping, 
chopping at 60 gauge, SO gauge 
strings. That's the sound, the 


sound of the waves chopping. 
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There's no reverb on "Let's Go Tripping" (an early Dick Dale hit). 
That's night. I'm glad you said that. There's not one reverb on "Surf, er's 
Choice" (Dick's first LP). It wasn't invented. That came later. We stole 
it out of a Hammond organ. I had no bravado in my voice, and I wanted 
sustaining sound, so we took it out of a Hammond organ, put it in an amp 
and I put in a microphone and sang and got sustaining sound and I said 
“Bitchin'!" Then I tried my guitar and said “Really bitchin'!" But 
“Surfer's Choice" sold 80,000 copies, which is like selling a million 
today, without any reverb. So when historians, so called historians, say 
the reverb's the Surf sound...they don't know what they're talking about. 
It's the heavy machine gun, staccato sound. The waves. These people 
who don't know anything talk and talk. That's why monks go off to the 
mountains. That's why old people don't talk much. They just smile and 
go through life as itis. The only honesty I've found is in rare people, like 
surfers with the spirituality of the waves. Also in animals. 

How did you get involved with owning so many exotic animals? 

I grew a love for helpless, defenseless things. People would give me 
lions and jaguars. I had cheetahs, monkeys... 

Did you have problems with zoning? 

Well, I used to do things for the mentally retarded children. What 
happened was I wanted to fly my falcons, hawks at a public field, so I 
asked permission, and they said it's o.k. if you bring some to the Fairview 
Hospital to show the children and so I'd bring my lion, my great Dane. 
There was a time I had 30 animals, without any problems because I kept 
them well mannered, they had special water...at Newport Beach I had a 
cheetah in the front and an ocelot in the back, 22 fishtanks, a baby 
mountain lion. These animals were my pals. 1 just kept taking in more 
and more. 

Do you still have them? 

I put the lion and tiger in a compound in Riverside when I had my baby. 
But when my son was ten weeks old I had him playing with a baby tiger. 
He got his first tiger claw in him. I always felt people should live with 
animals. There's a saying. If you want someone to love you forever, buy 
a dog, feed it and keep it around. 

How do you like the records you've made? 

Everything I've done (before Tribal Thunder) is a piece of shit. (Roctober 
vehemently disagrees) Everytime I went into the studio some engineer 
was going to try to impress me with how they're going to capture my 
sound with all kinds of tricks. But they limited the sound and never 
allowed me to play how I felt, like I did "Tigers Loose" live....nothing 
ever sounds like The Beast(Dick's guitar) did when I'm on stage. So! 
stopped recording. And then when I was asked to play in San Francisco 
Joel Silvin with the San Francisco Chronicle, he was a heavy big Rock 
critic, finally he says “I'm gonna tell it like it is." He wrote a big story on 
The History of Dick Dale, and then the show was sold out. This was a 
place even million sellers don't sell out. 

Well, they were lucky to see you. Your shows are great. 

When I start playing I'm just a rollercoaster of sound. I don't know what's 
coming next, I never do, and I sit and sign and talk to the people 
afterwards. Well, what happened next was Hightone (Records) contacted 
me and wanted to record. They told me they were a small label and 
they'd let me do it how I wanted. I guess I didn't know how small they 
were, they can't even supply money for a video, or keep the recording in 
the stores. Well I told them if were going to do it were going to do it 
right, I'm not leaving (the studio) ‘til it's done. Luckily we found an 
engineer who cut the bullshit. He said it's gonna be tough, but I'm 
willing. My wife, child and I slept in the studio. We cut these raw. And 
I had stories to tell about the ecology, the power mongers, the bullshit. I 
wanted to put a sheet in explaining what all the songs are about, but they 
didn't do it. I'm a perfectionist. I'm not going to cheat the people, see I 
play different everytime I play. To get a four star review in Rolling Stone 
and have them say Dick Dale's a pioneer, he should be playing with...it's 
frustrating. MTV asks me for a video and when | tell my record company 
they say “What if they don't play it?” They could play any one of my 
songs, the whole album on the radio. Some guys record an album with 
songs that are filler. I recorded this album like it was my last. Every 
song is like a painting. I feel it is my best. I mixed my music with my 
lions and tigers, where I get the same screams as .waves over my head. 
where you've got two mother nature forces -you can't control then you've 
got to 20 with them When a lion nuts 18 ctitches in vour skull. man 


realizes he is nothing, when you paddle over to ten foot waves, 
study martial arts for 30 years, you understand silence. There is a 
saying; He who speaks does not know. He who knows does not 
speak. Music is just one facet of my life. 

Besides your own work, what is some of your favorite stuff to 
listen to? 

I can get into Nat "King" Cole, as I can Ry Cooder, and Van Halen 
and Slash, anybody. Right now I'm getting ready to play the Virgin 
Mega Store. The night I'm gonna play they tell me someone really 
wants to play with you- Slash of Guns n‘ Roses. And I didn't know 
who he is, but my wife tells me. She knows all that stuff. 

Here's something I heard about you that may not be true. My 
friend Johnny in Providence asked a guy in a band from your 
neck of the woods, Flophouse, do you know them? 

No. 

When then this is probably spurious. He asks them "Does 
Dicky Dale still play a Fender dual Showman amp?" and the 
guy says "Dicky fucking Dale!?!, If you ever called him Dicky to 
his face he'd punch your fucking lights out!" Is it true? 
(laughs) Well, I still have the Dual Showman. Leo said if it can 
stand Dick Dale's barrage it can stand anything. It's the original. 
About the punching...? 

True, I used to be a mean maniac. Someone once threw a 
firecracker at a show and I jumped off the side of the stage and 
whacked ‘em on the side of the head. 

With your fist or guitar? 

I'd do both. That's why I've got holes in my guitar. I studied martial 
arts 30 years. When someone's smoking pot in the front of one of 


tay shows and it's bothering me, I'll make 'em put it out. Dick Dale 


has never had a drug in his life. I never drank. I wouldn't infect my 
body. I just said (at a show) "Whoever's smoking that raunchy shit 
better stop" and the people around him made him put it out. 

What about when Jimi Hendrix... 

Jimi made a statement "You'll never hear Surf music again." That 
was taken out of context by most people. At the time I had rectal 
cancer. I was given three months to live and I went down to 98 
pounds. I had never missed a show, but this time I was so sick that I 
did. So the Surftones and he did Omni Park in Anaheim. Jimi 
found out about my surgery, it was one of the first times they used a 
laser. I had 14" of rectal tissue removed, six tumors and seven 
cysts. Jimi thought I was dying and that's why he said you'll never 
hear Surf music again. People say he was putting it down, but that's 
not true. He was a good guy ‘til he got into drugs. That's the way it 
is. I just tell it like itis. I get high- a natural high- off of a ten, 
fifteen foot wave, flying in a plane, face to face with a tiger. That's 
what (the song) “Nitro” is about. People who live like that. 

Do you still surf? 

No. Water's too polluted. I almost had to have my leg amputated 
because of an infection. You can't eat the fish. It's 6,000 parts DDT 
per million all over the world, that's not counting radiation. I wish 
everyone could read (the insert for the CD) I wrote. I going to start 
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LUNATIC VS. LUNACHIC 


I know Sindi the rhythm guitarist of The Lunachicks from my and their hometown of New York Shitty. : eee ‘ 
It was there that we proved that Cannabis and Caffeine can fuel success. Or not. To drop a few names. eee | 
[ moved to Shitcago (a nicer turd than Poo York) and a few Mo:s later those girls passed thru town. (acer (frame oe 
At Lounge Ax they played where Jake Austen and Grady Sain of The Goblins*, Me, Tony Grossman and 
the unkown female breakdancer rattled limbs for hours, marinating in the ecstatic exhaustion of our own 
broth to The Lunachicksymphony! They squatted low with the cumbersom responsibility of mean guitars =; 
and squinted out at an indifferent Chitcago crowd of cross-armed idlers that observed frozen in a catatonic cs 
stupor while a handfull of goofers (us) plowed ‘em! a3 
But that was last season. It was this past sunday night, the 12th, that The ‘Chicks returned but failed to 
play at Bedrocks because of Unadvertised Promotion Sketch-Out (UPS-O). Fortuneatly the the Punker 
Womb-Men were releived to receive a respite from rock, hanging out with me & some beings instead. 

As Sindi and Sidney (BASS) were swept thru the cobbled Midwestern urbana leading to RUNANDGUN! 


KS by Nandor 
Naval 
. 
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headquarters I asked them a 2Question? 

ME: Have yous seen 'HATED', the Documentary about GG Allin and The Murder Junkies by 
Todd Something? 

SIDNEY: Whazzat? 

ME: A good flick. Yous were in it! 

SINDI: We were?l 

ME: Well, your likenesses from the cover of your Ist album were! The Murder Junkies’ drummer 
was holding two copies and talking— 


SIDNEY: —With his hard-on pulled out?!! 

SINDI: --He's been stalking us for six years, coming to our gigs wearing only panty-hose and 
showing his cock!!- 

SIDNEY: --Who seems to enjoy getting his face beaten in?! 

SINDI: He fucking- 

SIDNEY: I will kill him and everyone will know it was me ‘cause I ‘m the only one who'll get it done! 
I’m telling you, I'm gonna do it! 

ME: Yes, sister, I too will kill any man that gets in my way or threatens a loved onel! 


See HATED". an excellent docudimentary about one of the few (assholes) who actually lived NIHILISM. 


itis a harrowing record of unconditional hatred projected in unforgettable image/sounds and its maker 
young Todd Something-or-other deserves the recognition considering he sold the rights to 'HATED" days 


before GG Allin met his narcotic nemesis which would have tripled Todd's asking price. 1 fan 

Buy ‘BINGE AND PURGE’, album #2 for The Lunachicks, it sounds good due to an organizing of the mail and nts ry 

GRIND\HOWLLL/OOUUAHHI!! sweaty tits and scatalogical humor. ioe ice pe 8 13 ALLL 

* rhe rocking horrorbilly quartet, not the Italian Prog-Rock combo fronted by gore-movie director Darto Argento love notes " is ‘ fi : pe | 
to Lunachicks ahi 
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ee RIGHT: | 
what de you do when “Hated = set 
fi, TP 
You are bored! z video OVER DG gt : 
what i$ +here +o orderin Seed ee, Gn Ud De 
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JOIN & Ean CLUB OR BEGIN 


Youn OWN! WRITE A cLerrer!!! 






man, this is ene bonny letter! 


CALL (800) 795-0969 
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GET Caomrorcaple OD THRAL CYUUCIL, yUU LULA LUE LALeLO, GU YSoR BTU avn A 4U4s 
hypnotizin‘ evening of RTV. That's right, Rocktober TeleVision, bringing back favorite 
moments from Rock n' Roll TV history, none of it's from cable! Program director James 
Porter has dished up a doozy of a night, so get the Pringles, Hungry Man dinners and ice 
cold beverages ready, ‘cause tonight even the cammercials groove! 


6:00 P.M. STEVIE WONDER on SESAME STREET, 1973. 

It was unexpected enough to see Stevie on this show at all (singing a funk version of 
“The Alphabet Song"). What really got me was that the Children's Television Workshop 
let him get away with singing the dead serious, very unchildlike “Superstition” on the 
show. Kind of like Barney the dinosaur singing Public Enemy's “Fight The Power" (nope, 
hasn‘t happened yet!) 





6:58 CHUBBY CHECKER'S TV SPOT, 1972. 

Everybody has their favorite ad starring some superstar (or has been) selling some 2- 
record compilation LP. Same swear by Slim Whitman and Boxcar Willy's early 80's epics, 
but my favorite is this really cheap looking spot starring Twist king Chubby Checker 
hanging out in a maltshop wearing the thickest damned platform shoes you've ever seen, 
and pushing "100 Of The Greatest Overplayed Golden Oldies of All Time" (or something 
like that). Especially liked that too-cool ending where our man tells us that as soon 
as the viewer sends away for a copy, they'll have it “made in the shade!“ 


6:59 THE JACKSON FIVE ad for ALPHA BITS, early ‘70's. 

Yeah, I was weaned on this kind of nonsense when I was young, although my memories are 
way too vague to go into detail. One recent ad I remember especially well is a 
commercial featuring everybody's favorite West Coast made-for-TV hardcore rapper... 


oes, cond OM he bet tonne he {neers 





err @ aN Qa. fe 7:00 THE BLUBLOCKER HIPHOPPER, ca. 1992. 
y. 4 “ae Gate Ml Yeah! Insommiacs first saw this rapper as part of a 30 minute infomercial for Blublocker 
: Ry Noa 7 Nettoy |W me shades that got whittled down to a regular commercial in the sunmer of ‘93. None of the 
5 ye, ee, i We fe serious rap fans I know like this ad, but supposedly this guy really counts up the dough 
2 ie i. on a typical Venice Beach afternoon. The holiday version of the Blublocker ads had a 
<5 iia cartoon version of Santa Claus singing those immortal lyrics “My name is Geek and I'ma 
Mi 94 Hiphopper-yeah getcha self some Blublockers, unh!", but it wasn't the same. (They didn't 
¥ we. use “Geek's" voice, either.) 
Ps se : 7:30 PINK FLOYD on AMERICAN BANDSTAND, 1967. 
= cardboard is recaea Everybody talks about Texas psychedelic crazies the 13th Floor Elevators appearance on 
on ha Bj the show a few weeks prior, and Public Image, Ltd.'s guest spot about thirteen (!) years 
Pha Bit box later, but lost in the haze is Pink Floyd on the same show, featuring the missing~in- 


— 
——— 4 





Se action Syd Barrett, who stood stock still on the Bandstand set, refusing to lipsyne to 
: “ "See Emily Play”. 





8:00 PUNK ROCK EPISODE of TOMORROW, 1977. 

Tomorrow was a show of many great Rock moments (stroke-of-genius department:Iggy Pop and 
Ricky Schroeder on the same show!), and one of my favorites is the special “punk"“ 
episode (there would later be another with The Clash), where a typical well dressed 
English “punk“ (a teenage Paul Weller, then of The Jam), an average jeans and t-shirt 
American “punk” (Joan Jett, serving time with the Runaways), a jaded Rock promoter 
baffled by “punk” (Bill Graham), a nerdy looking “rock critic" (Robert Hilburn from the 
L.A. times-I think.), jack of all trades and overall scenemaker Kim Fowley (nice 
mascara, Kim!), and a polyester wearing, hopelessly-out-of-touch talk show host (Tom 
Snyder, we miss ya) all get together to explain this new fangled thing called “punk", 
with Kim Fowley, a hell of a man, (then managing the Runaway's) actually sounding more 
intelligent than the host. Aw, this show was so good I think I'll play another 
episode... 


9:00 LITTLE RICHARD & WAYNE COCHRAN on TOMORROW, 1981. 

The Georgia Peach gets together with the white James Brown (a fixture in nightclubs in 
the sixties, from Las Vegas to Harlem) to talk about hanging up their Rock and Soul 
shoes for the Lord. And if that ain't enough, they sing a duet on the Gospel standard 
“One Day At A Time"! 


10:00 MARVIN GAYE SHOOTIN' HOOPS ON SOUL TRAIN, 1977. 

I'm surprised no one's dug this out of the vaults: host Don Cornelius once devoted an 
entire episode to Marvin Gaye playing a game of basketball (I've forgotten who he played 
against). The outcome: Marvin wins, closing the show by doing a victory dance to his 
hit “Got To Give It Up." 


11:00 THE COSBY SHOW, ca. 1980‘s. 

You have to look really hard to catch this one: Bill Cosby, as Cliff Huxtable, spends an 
entire episode looking for a place in the house to take a nap. he can‘t go in the 
kitchen, because one of his daughters is studying with a friend while “Cosmic Slop" by 
Funkadelic plays in the background! No way? Way! Runner up for this time slot: Willis 


a 


tries to teach one of his stepsister's preppie white friends how to dance on Diff'rent 


Strokes, using Funkadelic's “(Not Just) Knee Deep". Cosby gets more points tor using an 
decade-old song about prostitution and wifebeating on the most popular show of the 
eighties. (Diff'rent Strokes probably used “Knee Deep* just because it was a recent, 
recognizable and dancable Top 40 hit.) 


11:30 GONG SHOW, circa mid. ‘70's. 

The Punk revolution makes it's way to the ultimate teevee goof fest when a band called 
Static Cling pounds out their original Hardcore ditty “This Is My Love Song To You" (was 
this a cover?) They truly kicked out the jams until Mabel King from the show What's 
Happening!! gonged ‘em. Somebody's always gotta put a fly in the ointment... 





12:00 MIDNITE FRANK ZAPPA on THE MONKEES, 1968. 

One thing I'll say for Frank Zappa(R.I.P.),despite his own snobbery, he stuck up for the 
Monkees and the Turtles when everyone else wrote them off as shallow Top 40 fare. 

Those two groups were much more intelligent then their images let on. Witness Zappa's 
appearance on the Monkee's TV show (he was also in their movie “Head"): Disguised as 
guitarist Mike Nesmith, he “interviews” Nesmith (disguised as Zappa) and all hell breaks 
loose. 


12:30 AM PATTI SMITH on KIDS ARE PEOPLE TOO, ‘78 or '79. 

See, Rock on TV, to me, doesn't necessarily have to be merely seeing your favorite 
artist turn in a great performance, but a lot of times, just like hearing the obscure 
Funkadelic song on The Cosby Show, it can mean seeing a favorite performer where you 
wouldn't expect to see them. At a time when disco was brainwashing the whole universe, 








somebody booked Punk-rock high priestess Patti Smith on ABC-TV's Sunday morning talk Re = 2 aggre 2 
show for kids to explain this “New Wave” thingie to the middle schoolers across the "Wha'chu talkin’ 


country. After the discussion was over (haven't seen it in years so I can't really tell = 
you what Patti and host John Davidson talked about), Patti does a smokin’ version of- - "bout, Uncle Jam: 
what? Her only Top 40 single "Because The Night"? Her Punk landmark version of “Hey —— Seaperer 
Joe"? Did she read her poetry? Nah-she sings her version of that long lost tempo 
tantrum, “You Light Up My Life"! Same people might have said, “You blew it, Patti!" 
Others might have thought it was the greatest put-on (put down?) in the history of 
history. I'd like to think it was the latter. 


1:30 CONWAY TWITTY on NIGHT MUSIC, 1990. | 
I miss this show. Each week David Sanborn would present a diverse array of acts -- | 
everybody from Taylor Dayne to Rufus Thomas to NRBQ (there I go, sounding like one of } 
those Best Buy ads again!). The Conway Twitty episode was no different -- he wailed 
“It's Only Make Believe,” and if you could only see this blow-dried conservative country 
singer with a Bay Area avant-garde group in the background dres sed as eyeballs and doing 
choreography (the reference is to the Residents, who were on the same episode), you'd 
conclude that it sure was make believe! The real thrills were when David Sanborn (a 
coolcat jazzbo given to mugging on the screen and generally trying to be “hep” like Paul 
Shaffer) interviewed Conway, referring to Conway's chain of Twitty-Burgers as if it were 
some arcane joke. Conway wasn't about to take any shit from some East coast Jazz 
wannabe, so he quickly, forcefully stated that his theme park and his food chain made a 
lotta money and what the hell was it to him anyway! (The impressions of Twitty vs. 
Sanborn are very between the lines. I've only seen it a couple of times, so 
understandably my memory is vague and I doubt if that was the actual dialogue used, but 
that seemed to be the gist. There was a definite country vs. city showdown in the air. 
Sanborn seemed- let's emphasize seemed- condescending, but Twitty was not backing down.) 


2:30 BOOTSY COLLINS on NIGHT MUSIC, date unknown. 

During its short run (1988-90), Night Music (known as Sunday Night during the first 
season), presented many interesting acts who’ d never appeared in front of a TV camera 
before. This is the episode that had the censors emptying bricks out of their shorts. 
During the interview segment, Bootsy merrily told the story about how he and his brother 
freaked on acid during their days gigging with James Brown. The song that followed was 
some lush instrumental with Bootsy appearing towards the end to recite a few phrases 
about “love power". Somebody oughta release a video compilation of this show. Like 
yesterday. And include Twitty and Bootsy, by all means! Interviews and all!!! 


3:30 JOHN SEBASTIAN on SATURDAY NIGHT LIVE, 1976. 

I'm no fan of his, but his appearance on SNL confirms how magical rock on TV (especially 
live) can be. Sebastian launches into his #1 hit, “Welcome Back" (a/k/a the theme from 
Welcome Back Kotter), and for whatever reason starts cracking up laughing, stopping the 
song, starting all over again, and smiling all the way. He's midway thru the song when 
it comes time for the haxmonica solo, instead of wearing his harp around his neck in a 
rack, John Belushi appears out of nowhere and holds a harmonica up to Sebastian's mouth! 
Can you see one of these prefabricated artists like Paula Abdul playing it off the cuff 
like that? Definitely not! A superb rockin' moment! Yeah, we tease ‘em a lot when we 
got ‘em on the spot . . . which reminds me of - .- 


5:00 AM SIGN OFF with ROSEANNE BARR murdering "THE STAR SPANGLED BANNER,” forgot the 
baseball game and year!!! 
Jimi Hendrix had nothing on Rosie! Jose Feliciano couldn't even come close! Why-oh-why 
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Eggs "A Pit with Spikes" b/w “Sparkling Mix’, Teenbeat, 
P.O. Box 3265 Arlington, VA 22203. ¥¥°/8. I kind of like 
it. A side is a coolish, quiet song with a bouncy beat and an 
awesome Vince N Crue-esque vocal section plum 


center. B side is ‘ambient’, I suppose. Kind of nice. I guess I 


sort of like Eggs, but I'm not too excited by them, which is 
how 4 fel about real eggs too. 

Bodeco "Suicide Run" b/w *This Train“, Homestead 
records. ¥¥Y¥. Two live or ore driven Bluesy/Country 


rockers. Does anyone really wear masks when 
they play, like on the sleeve? Do ever take them off? 
Inquiring minds want to know. record. 


Arthur Lee and Love, live eae Bear mye ab 
The legendary psych-punk group (actual Arthur Us 
some ocked young manned Baby Lemonade) 
blew into town one December evening and quickly put all, 
potmlec, 


month 
but Arthur Lee hasn't lost a thing in the 20 years since the last 
Love LP (14 since his second and last solo LP). However, 
why-oh-why did Baby Lemonade play DEAD LAST while 
Arthur himself sat at the bar signing awtograpt: and stealing 
their thunder, and was that a wig or his real At any rate 
Arther Lee is BACK (I hope)! 


SNFU *Something Green and Leafy This Way Comes" 
Epitath wy On this release, these Canuck Punk rock 

liters sound exactly like what they are: Hardcore+ 10 
years+growing up. Much better than some Alternative band 
without a “past", so to but all the same, pretty radio 
(tiendly. Great lyrics a riding the bus, joining the circus 
where you fall in love with the transvestite striongman, and _ 
killing your creep boyfriend. Excellent back cover of Satanic 
Popeye. 


Working Holidays Series "October", Simple Machines P.O. 
Box 10290, arlington, VA 22210-1290. ¥¥¥. Two psycho 
sides from South of the Mason-Dixon. Crain docs a song 
about the pathetic life of coalminers that sounds like & was 


recorded in a coal mine. the Grifters ramble, “ 
roll through a spooky Hallows-s aso ve ola 
gal killed with A eievor Damamagio aptogsapbed bat 


Charthogs “The * Normal/Atlantic. VV. Ill give 
it a couple of stars because it's amusing t0 hear what effect 
Nirvana's success has had on ber band musicians. I dont 
mean to be harsh, but espe / om the two tracks ; 
"Baby Talk" "Clean Me" with their pained (sort of) cries 
over noise/music, the lack of innovation to already 
well trodden paths is not helped out by the rock 
riffs. Good luck on the College Rock charts boys, but you 
definetely wont be hogging the Roctober Hot 1 


Guitar Wolf “Wolf Rock®, Goner Records P.O. Box 40566 
Memphis, TN 38174-0566. ¥¥V¥.Carnivorous Japanese 
Lycanthro-billy with sound quality so out of line that a 
battery low walkman in a bathroom could record cleaner. 
This is true vinyl! Makes you want to go out and fight 


Shonen Knife, Tar, live Metro. ¥¥VY Some say The 
Knife's time has come and gone, but they, pardon my : 
Japanese, dont know what the fuck their talking about. They 
are awesome. Their new mushroom song they played that 
night was great, their cover of “Heat Wave" was great, the 
seasonal Space christmas was great, the sta presence and 
banter was great, the show was great! Tar ollowed and 
rocked that chicago noise and the house. Very odd, but 
interesting, double bill. 

Lunachicks "Shit Finger Dick(F.D.S.)" b'w “Light 

as a Feather/Stiff as a Bo *, Sympathy For The 

Record Industry. YYYY. This is my favorite Punk 
band and this is a good assed record. 


A Taste of Doo Wop Vol III, Vee Jay. vvv!7. 50's com 
contains the must have classic “The Convention” by Oscar 
Brown Jr.'s Delegates as weil as 24 other killer vocal slabs, 
featuring the Dells, Rhythm Ace's and Midnighters among 
others. 


small factory “I Do Not Love You" el P.O. Box 1798 
3.31100 *So What About 


New York, NY 10156-1798. ¥¥¥>>-~/100 
Love" blw “We Will", Pop Narcotic 1085 Commonwealth 


avenue #339 Boston, MA 02215.¥¥4/100. A fine LP from 


a genre that often lends itself better to singles. Hi ghlights 
include “Lots to Do", Phoebe's lovely vocals on a cover of 
Lois' *Valentine” and a rollicking live “Come Back down". 
The songs on the single are actually pretty good, but I have 
mixed feelings about the viny! color. Pop Narcotic, as 
famous for their beautiful petroleum based artifacts as they 
are for the son 
with this one. 
high 
it reminds me of the sawdust janitors threw on vomit in 
grammer school. Good songs though. 


I Speak Jive "Death Cookie E.P.” Mission Records 4430 N. 
California Chicago, IL 60625. ¥Y. Io ail fairness, this is 

y the best punk I've heard built around funk bass 
playing, but to me that's not saying much. I like the Bruce 
Lee in combat vocal style on one of the cuts. 


The Now “Muse”, Old School Records, 179 Prospect Ave. 
Wooddale, IL 60191. I don’t even want to get into the music, 
though I like a couple of tunes, so I can have space to 
describe the V¥YYY+ cover art, which will be poorly 
reproduced here. Below a mi mountain range, with a 
iris pele sar ei ee 
clouds over another, is a id throughout except 
toward the center where ica cane frame an oddly garbed 
arm thrusting skyward from below the surface, clutching a 
gleaming Excaliber of an electric guitar. Thisi ! 
Bravo Giany Gaura, you are a i artist. 
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O'Neal, “Shaq Diesel®, Jive Records. ¥¥!/2, Firs 


oft youve bt 2 See ‘s the only MC who can rap about 
playing in the NBA. Sure, most of the songs are about 
i but hey, that's better than rapping about 
ying on his expansion team, the 
something, but maybe in the off 
season he'll bring his old school siaalles to the Lallagefooca, 
where he can record an album with Perry Farrell and they 
could call it "Nothing's Shaq-uing”. Ba-dum-bum (cymbal 


Girl Trouble “Live®, eMpTy Records, ¥¥¥!/2, This killer 
made for promo of GT's recent Euro-swing, captures their 
now historic Chi-Town show described in Roctober #7. 
Besides five bot tunes, this disque 0p, tip te pa 
sure ev in the audience got Mardi Beads, 
thanking the band that didn’t show up and introducing two 
Elvis songs that aren't included here. Fun. 


S.F. Seals “Baseball Trilogy”, Matador 676 Broadway NYC 
10022. ¥¥Y. I've read some reviews that slammed this. 
Fuck them. Baseball Rock n' Roll at it's finest with a bouncy 
remake of *Soltin’ Joe DiMaggio® with some fine Barbara 
Manning vocals, a salute to awesome pitcher and pathetic 
drug addled criminal Denny McClain and a sonic recreation 
of Dock Ellis pitching a no hitter on acid. A three hitter. 


Mozart “Mozart" Bachoven Musicwerks. etsom 
he abled City, CA 91604.9¥9, Faces "A 
ore you over money to see Killer Queen or some 
other tribute act, check out the living spirit of tiie aecaome 
black sleeve softball jersey concert shirt arena rock, and I 
don't mean Garth Brooks. Mozart doesn’t sound dated, but 
they also don't sound over influenced by anything that 
happened after Gene took off his Demon makeup. Speaking 
“oleae ice t erie picked Mozart to be on the 
dorsed Kiss tribute, along with i 
Wonder. Rock Me Amadeus! ° csi arts 


Boss Fuel “Just Like Anybody Else*/"Bender", Load 
Records, 120 Hadley Ave. Clifton, NJ 07011. ¥¥¥5/4, Top 
notch debut from band and Label. Two very boss diesal and 


whiskey fueled gas guzziers with vintage reverb and rumble ;., 


features standard and optional catchy hooks. Top of the line. 


on them, entered an odd area of color theory 
almost nauseous orange hue could, at the 


end, invoke the image of a melted Push Up®, but I'd say 


Negativland presents Over the Edge VoL 5: 
Crosley Bendix The Radio Reviews. 1920 F 
Monument Blivd., MF-1 Concord, CA 94520. ax 
510-420-0469. I will respect Mr. Bendix’ ideas 
conceming cultural ranking and not assign stars 
(hearts) to this recording, Mr. Bendix, a edt 
visionary with 360 degree perception of the cultura 
landscape illuminates the state of the present by 
preparing us for the future as Director of Stylistic 
Premonitions on Negativland’ weekly radio show. 
If you admire the band, harbor cunosities about 
"style", or are in need of cerebral tickling, t implore 
you contact these people immediately! 


The Impressions "The Complete Vee Jay _ 
Recordings featuring Je Butler and Curtis 
Mayfield* Vee Jay. V9. If you dont know 
enough about these fellows to get excited about this 
document, you need to go out and get It The 
ions, like The Dells, make a compilation 

like this exciting by taking turns with distinctive 
lead vocals from song to song. Cuts with Sam 
Gooden and the other ons taking lead 
makes this a super pleasurable listening experience. 
Very Impressh-ive. 
KMFDM "Angst", Wax Trax/TVT.¥ 1/2. A couple 
of years back KMFDM were in town to do some 
shows and recording. The drummer was staying at a 

irl's house on the Northside and decided to take a 

ng needed nap. Unbeknownst to him, while he 
was catching Z's the apartment building caught fire. 
He being one of those folks who sleeps in the nude 
made a bad situation worse when he had to jump 
out of the fourth floor window. He broke 

ractically every bone in his body and was 

idden for months. I felt sorry for him, but not 

enough to give “Angst” a good review. Very dated, 
very tired. Even Jourgensen's straying from this 
stuf. Nuff said. (Token fanzine review ending.) 


Monomen/Apemen split 7°. “Dragstrip” b/w 
*Intoxica". Demolition Derby c/o Kris Verreth 
Tervuursestug 1H, B-1820 Perk Belgium. Fax 32-2- 
7515-785. 4¥¥. Two tasty slices of surf garage 
instro. pie with no ice cream on top. Mono's are 
live 2 Track and the Apes lay claim to "0 Track 
sound quality’, but actually are a bit less raunchy 
and more Astronaut-ish. It's got a big hole so it's 
perfect for your beach cabana or gang lair jukebox. 


Jack O' Fire six song 10°. Estrus records P.O. Box 
2125 Bellingham, WA 98227, ¥¥7/4. You dont 
trace pertain del raieear iy The horrific 
and white of a sleeve cages this 
sextet of Blues and “near originals" 
attacked and captured in A mannet fucked up and 
furious, They call it Soul, I call it a must have, Get 
it if you can. 
Virttink “Seleniko” Green linnet Records, 43 
Beaver Brook Rd. Danbury, CT. 06810. Live, Old 
Towson of Folk Music, Chicago. Collectively 
vve'ls. T'mj apr 
the four tadice that roat this traditional/ 
vocal based combo in action, that Virttini ts 
Finnish for “Sassy*. Were told these are all based 
on folk songs, but with their unique harmonies, 


bouncy upbeat phrasing and phenomonal 
a 
con . On disc (this stuff is never on viny!- 


booo!) there is a real flow from song to song, but 
live the vocals eventually seem too homogenous. 
However, the intense virtuosity of the musicians 
and the hilarious warm personalities of the V-gals 
made their show one of the top events of the year. 
Also, it’s nice to see the umlaut recontextualized in 


Rise Rise *Spawn’, TVT. ¥¥. Takea detached 
sounding male voice who wishes he were Bowie, a yowling 
female ready to cut loose with an Edie Brickell imitation , a 
eo to add some urban spice, lots of bizarre ryhthm 
patterns played by the bassist and drummer and obtuse lyrics 
that leave you thinking “Deep man, but what the hell are you 
talking about?" and baile got R3 I'm sure they'll be 
mentioned in some future tv ad for Best ay ieee I did 
spend all my tuition money on CD's, but I don’t care-I listen 
to Primus, I listen to Pavement, I listen to Rise Robots Rise, 
and boy do I feel cheated!") but it kinda left me.cold. __. 
National Drag, live Metro. Definetely kicked that night; ~ 
living up to their great 45's promise, doing KISS and 

Da covers that they must've cut their tecth on, in 
addition to their own fine originals. Bonus:The guest bass 
clarinet player doing his Ornette Coleman imitation. Never 
thought I'd get nostalgic for the 80's, but it was a time when 
American indie rockers were as serious about artistic 

tegrity as the Alternative rockers of today, but had a sense 
of fun that today's bands lack. National Drag looks like 
theyre having fun, which is why I give them V¥YY. 
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